

K.Iohn. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 

Andfindcs them perfect Richard : firra fpeake, 

What doth froue you to claime your brothersland. 

Philip. Becaufc he hath a half-face like my father ? 
With halfe that face would he b3ue all my land 
Ahalfe-fac’d gron, Hue hundred pound ayddire? 

Rob% My'gracious Licge^Ven chat my father liu’d. 
Your brother did imploy my father much. 

Phil. Well fir, by t^is you cannot get my land, 
Yourtde mud bchovv he employ’d my mother. 

Rob. And once difpaccVd hfifn in an Embattle 
To Germ4nj, there with the Emperor # 

To treat of high affaires touching that time : 
Th’aduantage of his abfencetooke the King, 

And in the meane time foiourri’d at my fathers; 

Where how he didpreuaile,I (hameto fpeake: 

But truth is truth,large lengths of fcas and fhores 
Betweenemy finhcr,and my mother lay, 

As I haue heard my father fpeake himfclfe 
When this fame lufiy gentleman was got: 

Vpon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd 
His lands to me, and tookeit on his death 
That this my mothers fonne was none of hisj 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteene weekes before the courfe of time : 

Then good my Licdgc let me haue what is mine. 

My fathers land, as was my fathers will 
KJohn . Sirra,your brother is Legitimate, 

Your fathers wife did after wedlocke bearc him: 
Andiffhc did play falfe, the fault was hers, 

Which fault lyes on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wiucs: tell me,how if my brother 
Who as you fay, tooke paines to get this fonne, 

Had of your father claimM this fonne for his, 
Infooth,go6d friend,your father might haue kept 
This Calfe, bred from his Cow from all the world: 
Infooth he might: then if he were my brothers, 

My brother might not claime him, nor your father 
Being none of his, refufe him : this concludes. 

My mothers fonne did get your fathers heyre, 

Your fathers hevre mud haue your fachers land. 

Rob. Shal then my fathers Will be of no force, 

To difpoflefle chat childe which is not his* 

Phil. Of no more force to difpoflefle me fir, 

Then was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadft thou rather be a FAnlconbridge , 
And like thy brother to cnioy thy land : 

Or the reputed fonne of Cordeliov, 

Lord of thy prefence,and no land befide. 

Bafts Madam,and ifmy brother had my (hape 
And I had his, fir Roberts his like him, 

if my legs were two fuch riding rods. 

My armcs,fuch eeie-skins ftuft, my face fo thin, 

That in mine care I durft not fticke a role, 

Left men fhould fay,lookc where three farthings goes, 
And to his fhape were heyre to all this land, 

Would I might neucr ftirre from off this place, 

I would giuc it eucry foot to haue this face: 

It would not be fir nobbe in any cafe. 

Elinor . I like thee well: wilt thou forfake thy fortune. 
Bequeath thy land to him,and follow me? 

I am a Souldier,3nd now bound to Prance • 

. Baft. Brothe.r.takeyou my land,Iletakemy chancej 
Your face hath got fiue hundred pound ayoere,j 
Yet fell your face for fiue pence and ’tis dcerc: 

Madam,Tic follow you ?nto the death. 


'The life and death of ly t rig fohn. 


The life and death ofKjpgfohn. 


Elmer. Nay, I would haue you go before 
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*fi. Our Country manners giue our blr,?' 
John. What is thy name? 

B*fi. Fhthp my Liege/© is my n a mebe eun 
Bmfif ,good old Sit Robert/ wiues eldeft fonrje * 
KJohn. From henceforth bearc his name 
Whofe forme thou beareft : 

Kneele thou downc Philip, but rife more great 
Arife Sir Richard, and Plantagenet. * * 

Baft Brother by th'mothcrs fide,giue me y onrU , 
My father gaue roc honor, yours gaue land: ,n<1 ’ 

Now bleffed be the houre by night or day 
When I was got. Sir Robert was away. 

Ele. The very fpirit of Plantagim : 

I am thy grandame Richard, call me fo. 

Baft. Madam by chance, but not by truth what i 

Something about a little from the right, 1 tth ° ! 

In atthe window, or clfc ore the hatch: 

Who dares not ftirre by day.rouft walke by ni<>ht 

And haue is haue, how cuer men doe catch: ° 3 

Neere or farre off, well wonne is Hill well (hot 
And lam I,how ere I was begot. 1 

KJohn. Goc,F aulcoK6rtdge,novt haft thou thva r \ 
AlantlleffcKnight,make*theca landed Squire; 
Come Madam,and come Richard, we mull fpeed" 

For France, for France, fox it is more then need. 

“Baft . Brother adieu, good fortune come to thee 
For thou waft got i’th way of honefty. ' 

Exeunt aH but baftard. 

Baft. Afoot of Honor better then I was 
But many a many foot of Land theworfe, 

Well.now can I make any Ioane a Lady, 

Good den Sir Richard, Godamercy fellow, 

And iFriis name be (jeorge, He call him Peter-, 

For new made honor doth forget mens names: 

Tis tworelpCvliue,and too fociable 
For your conuerfion, now your tratieller, 

Hce and his tootb-picke army worfhips mefle, 

And when my knightly ftormcke is fuffis’d, 

Why then I luckc my teeth, and catechize 
My picked man of Countries: my dcare fir, 

Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin, 

I fhall bcfeech you; that is queftion now, 

And then comes anfvver like au Abfey booke: 

O fir, fayes anfwer, at your beft command, 

At your employment, at your feruice fir : 

No fir, fates queftion, j tweet fir at yours, 

And fo ere anfvver knovves what queftion would, 
Sauing in Dialogue of Complement, 

And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, 
ThcPerennean andthcriuorFw, 

It drawes toward fupper in condufion fo. 

But this is worflhipfull fociety. 

And fits the mounting fpirit like roy felfe i 
For he is but a baftard to the time 
That doth not fmoake of obferuation, 

And fo am I whether I fmacke or no : 

And not alone in habit and deuice. 

Exterior forme, outward accoutrement; 

But from the inward motion to deliuer 
Sweet, fweet, fweer poyfon for the ages tooth, ‘ 
Which though I will not pra&ice to decciue. 

Yet to auoid deceit I meane to Ieamc; 

For it fhall ftrew the footfteps of my rifing: 

But who comes itt fueh hafte in riding robes i 


^—--—^riftiTthis ? hath (he nohusband 
WhttW ll!ake paines to blow a horne befordher? 

: hownowgooJ Wy, 

^,5J» uh “"'° ’ 

£ n ter Lttdj Faulconbridge and Iantet Gurney. 

. where is that flaue thy brother? where is he? 
Li r J \ j. in chafe mine honour vp and downc. 

Tb 2 / mv brother Robert ,old Sir Roberts tonne: 

fjj he Gyanc.thac fame mighty man, 
CfSSUUe thatyeufeekefo? 

I“ tS, j K c-.,Roberts fonne,Ithou vnreuerend boy, 
nL y, fonne ? why fcorn’ft thou at fir Robert} 

? t Roberts fonne, and fo art thou- 
Hc i 5 lames Gottmie ,wilt thou giue vs leaue a while? 
Sr. Good leaue good Philip. 

Madam, I was not old Sir Roberts fonne, 

Sir Robert might haue eat his part in me 
Vnon good Friday, and nerc broke his faft : 

JJ i could doe well, marrie to confeffe 
Could get niefir Robert could not doe it; 

We know his handy-wotke, therefore good mother 
To whom am I beholding for thefe limmes ? 
c,r Robert neuer holpe to make this leg ge. 

Lady. Haft thou confpired with thy brother too. 

That for thine ownegaine fhouldft defend mine honor ? 
What meanes this fcorne, thou moft vntoward knaue ? 

Bast, Knight,knight good mother,Bafilifco-like: 
What, I am dub’d, I haue it on my fhoulder: 

But mother, I am not Sir Roberts fonne, 

1 haue difdaim’d Sir Robert and my land. 

Legitimation, name, and all is gone; 

Then good my mother, let roe know my father. 

Some proper man I hope, who was it mother? 

Lady. Haft thou denied thy felfe a Faulconbridge ? 

Safi. As faithfully as I denic the dcuill. 

Lady. Ktng RichardCordelion was thy father. 

By long and vehement fuit I was feduc’d 
To makeroome for him in roy husbands bed: 

Heaucn lay not my cransgrerfion to my charge. 

That art the iffue of my deere offence 
Which was fo ftrongly vrg’d paft my defence. 

“Safi. Now by this’lieht were I to get againc, 

Madam I would not wiln a bettei father: 

Some finnes doe bearc their priuiledge on earth, 

And fo doth yours: your fault,was not your follie, , 
Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpofe, 

Subie&ed tribute to commanding louc, 

Againft whofe furic and vnmacched force. 

The awleffe Lion could not wage the fight, 

Nor kcepc his Princely heart from Richards hand ; 

He that perforce robs Lions of their hearts, 

May eafily winne a womans: aye my mother, 

With all my heart I thanke thee for my father: 

Who Hues and dares but fay, thou didft not well 
When I was got, He fend his foule to hell. 

Come Lady I will (hew thee to my kinne. 

And they (hall fay, when Richard me begot. 

If thou hadft fayd him nay, it had beene finne; 

Who fayes it was, he lyes,I fay twas not. 

• Exeunt. 


Serna Secunda . 


Enter before ^ngiers, Philip King of France, Lewis fDuul- 

phin, Juftria, Cemftance, Arthur. 

Lewis . Before Angiers well met braue Aufiria, 

Arthur that great fore-runner of thy bloud, 

Richard that rob’d the Lion of his heart, 

And fought the holy Warres in Paleftine , 

By this braue Duke came early to his graue: 

And for amends to his pofteritie, 

At our importance hethcr is he come, 

To fpread his colours boy,in thy behalfe, 

And to rebuke the vfurpation 

Of thy vnnaturall Vncle, EngliftiM#, 

Embrace him, loue him, giue him welcome hethcr. 

Arch. God fhall forgiue you Cordeltons death 
The rather, that you giue his off-fpring life, 

Shadowing their right vndcr your wings of warre: 

I giue you welcome with a powcrleffe hand. 

But with a heart full of vnftained loue, 

Welcome before the gates of Angiers Duke. 

Lewis. A noble boy,who would not doe thee right? 

Auft. Vpon thy cheekc lay I this zelous kiffc, 

As feale to this indenture of my loue: 

That to my home I will nomorereturne 
Till Angiers,vt\d the right thou haft in France, 

Together with that pale, that white-fac’d {here, 

Whofe foot fpurncs backe the Oceans roaring tides, 

And coopes from other lands her Ilanders, 

Euen till that England hedg’d in with the mainc, 

That Water-walled Bulwarke, ftill fecure 
And confident from forreine purpofes, 

Euen till that vtmoft corner of the Weft 
Salute thee for her King, till then faire boy 
Will I not thinke ofhome,but follow Armcs. 

Conft. O take hi* mothers thanks, a widdows thanks. 
Till your ftrong hand fhall hclpe to giue him ftrength, 

To make a more requitall to your loue. 

Attfi. The peace of heaucn is theirs^ lift their fwords 
In fuch a iuft and charitable warre. 

King . Well,then to wotke our Cannon fhall be bent 
Againft the browes ofthis refilling towne, 

Call for our cheefeft men of discipline , 

To cull the plots of beft aduantages: 

Wee’ll lay before this towne our Royal bones, 

Wade to the market-place in French-tums bloud. 

But we will make it fubieft to this boy. 

Con. Stay for an anfwer to your Embaflie, 

Left vnaduis’d you ftaine your fwords with bloud. 

My Lord Chattilicn may from Englandbnng 
That right in peace which heere we vtge in warre , 

And then we fhall repent each drop of bloud , 

That hot rafh hafte fo indire&ly fhedde; 

£nter C hattilion. 

Ktng. A wonder Lady:lo vpon thy wifh 
Our Meffcnger Chattilion is arriu’d, 

What England faies, faybreefely gentle Lord, 

We coldly paufe for thee, Chatilton fpeake, 

Chat. Then turne your forces from this paltry fiege, 
And ftirre them vp againft a mightier taskc: 

England impatient of your iuft demands. 

Hath put himfclfe iaArmes, theaduerie windes 

r a a Whofe 
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